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Endangered Specimen 


That snake you spared last fall is back. 
(“Look!” you said, “a baby copperhead.” 
With a nudge from the toe of your boot 
it was gone.) Half grown, it watches 
from the woodpile, head raised 
above its bright mosaic coils. 


As I walk the path in sandals, 
rainwashed roots twist from the ground 
and stop me cold, till wood is wood 

and I can breathe again. You, 

my naturalist son, might scorn 

such layman’s fears. 


Yesterday I found snagged on a cedar branch 

a loop of tissue skin that bore its print. 

How many ghostly membranes will have peeled 
from its cool elliptical eyes before 

it’s as thick as the stock of the ax 

I keep at the back door? 
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An Old Embarrassment 


Last year’s toad down in the steaming earth 
blinks alert as spring roots finger through 
the cavity that fits his pale thin skin. 
Shuddering, he humps the leaf mould up 
and wobbles free 

to throb in a dapple eye of sun. 


So tickled out of hiding 

the buried memory of an old chagrin 
in the quiet muster of an innocent day 
will shiver up, a smirk from jaw to jaw 
and squat 

in the half-light of the mind. 
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Ringmaster 


In dreams I am the copper mare Suzitna. 
Small in a sulky seat at ringside 

I see her dance without bit or line 

in tune to the will of my grandfather. 


Awake, my aim is tough: to manage 
strands of syllables, full tilt. 

But the days are rigged 

with languishing hyperbole. 

I am warmed as if by sun 

sparking the dust of that barn; 
pigeons coo on a window ledge: 

my heart beats in a thunder of hooves. 


Why do I allow these warring 
infestations, remembering how it was 
... and was not, with you and me? 
Shall I design to find you? 

And, will I then let go these bonds 
that steady me, reborn to dance 

like Suzitna in grandpa's barn? 
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After Saying Goodbye At The Airport 


Your Tampa flight was in the air 

when I was joined by a bug 

with a rounded coppery head and two streaks 
like lightning bolt decals on a black 

lacquered shell. Leaning cn the steering wheel 
in the parking lot, I saw him hook his feet 

in the weave of my skirt. At the toll gate, 
cautiously, I nudged his small canoe-shaped rear. 
His several knees flexed up and down 

but he would not be cast off. 

Stay then, Ithought. There’s room at home 

for one more bug. He'll like my trumpet vines. 
Perhaps he’s a pond skimmer with tiny oily pads 
that skate on the skins of water molecules. 


... might have come from Lake Wobegone 

where the women are strong, the men are goodlooking, 
and all the children above average 

... hitched a ride on a chamois cloth shirt 

from L.L. Bean, Northwest to Piedmont... 

latched onto a woman in Charlotte... 
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I smiled at his gleaming helmet, 

his feelers up like ears. 

“You wouldn't like my pond,” I said, 
“my goldfish would snap you up.” 
Back home I offered my best begonia. 
He set his feet on its red-green leaf 
and lifted off on blurry wings. 


He was only a tired bug, of course, 
but his choosing me for refuge 

in that merciless interval 

after you left on Flight 612 

seems symbiotically inspired. 

As I leaned into the beveled loops 
of the Billy Graham Parkway - 

the seat beside me so empty - 

his live presence on my lap 
kept me driving safely; 

he stopped my tears. 
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The Presence In My Pond 


I like knowing the frog is there 

at ease among the mottled greens. 
Sometimes if I move too fast 

I hear him splash, and the goldfish, 
thrilled out of fanning themselves, 
dart about, scattering silt. 

Still as a fern by the wet rocks 

I follow shafts of sun 

to the dark bottom of the pond. 


I like knowing my children are safe 
in friendly places, that soon 

they’ll flock into my presence, 
ripples will rock around this pool 
and when I am alone again 

their eyes will shine 

at the surface of everything. 
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Healing 


An old bear dies, too tired 

to search for blueberries 

or dig up roots, tired of waking 
with cubs in the nest. 


We feel a kind of death sometimes 
when the fruits we choose 

are out of reach and cracked shells 
leave a bitter taste. The memory, 
like rot in the forest inflates, 
ubiquitous and linked 

like honeysuckle vines 


to everything. 


Only the wrench and tear 
of buzzard work, the tidy mustering 
of balance down to the bone 

will clean the air. Then 

we can breathe without shivering. 
A stranger will never know. 
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Beach Butterflies 


Oblivious to yellow butterflies 

that flutter over brown dunes grass 
Alison drips sand from fingertips. 
With the blade of her hand 

she cuts a trench, 

sets a driftwood bridge for friends. 
Enemies shall drown. 


The sky turns dark and mumbly. 

Rain pocks the sand. Spears of lightning 
flick the sea as she flees 

to her mother’s voice 

on a safe porch. 


She returns with the sun to the ground 
that was her Camelot, strewn now 


with the wet transparent wings ~ 2 S 

and bodies of butterflies. >” ~ « 
” 2 

In cemetery rows she covers each a oy: 

with a muffin of sand. 


I'll not be caught, she thinks, ge 9 


not ever. I can run. 
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The Peach Tree 


Like a peach tree beguiled by early spring, 

she decks her branches with abandoned bloom, 
primed for the time of ripening. 

An avenging winter wind, he screams 

a last command, breathes a sheath of ice 
around her limbs, and spins to impotence. 
Translucent petals ride the muddy thaw. 


Her roots go deep in familiar ground 

and in the slow regeneration from despair 
native patterns will begin again. 
Under a canopy of green, 

children will not speak of why 
there is no fruit this year. 

They know it was the jealous wind. 
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The Unfinished Poem 


Abandoned to the dance I let those words 
link syllables and spin me limp, 

thinking I could love and then forget. 

But now, a thousand miles away, they list 
and shimmer over these vacation sands 
to beg my touch. 


I banish them and porpoise play with children 
in the salt spray sun. But 

in my private cage 

I pace the night all night 

for the sight of the sprawling page 

I left at home. 


Sink this lazy beach! Unlock my house 
and let my pen tone up to pitch 

this gypsy-ragged passion. I long 

to lay it on a new white sheet, 
pearl-clean and wide alive, a leap 
caught in the camera eye. 
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Finishing The Crab Poem 


My house and everything in it 

went wild rejoicing. 

The loose lines in my head 

were all tied to a shape as trim 

as a cultivated vine, tendrils curled 
to hold the weight of grapes. 
Pictures on the wall flashed 

the harmony of me, the lamp, the desk. 
Books leaned together sharing dust, 
and the old geranium raised 

a limb in praise. 

The sun stopped over the hedge, 
beamed an amber light, 

as if bemused 

to catch me clinking ice cubes 

to Pegarus, the Hermit Crab. 
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A Night in Pisgah Forest 


All is still as bones of fish 

that steam on skeletons of wood. 

The campers sleep, lulled by the wind 

in the pines, the occasional coo of an owl. 


In the last log laid on the campfire 

a pocket of pitch pops like corn, 
casting off a heartwood chip that trails 
to the ground a tail of sparks. 

It burrows deep, sucking air through needles, 
crisping the carpet loam. Smoke slinks 
from the hot nest, swarms, a bitter fog, 
and rolls through the briars. 


A spit of flame draws the owl's eye. 
Orange tines lick up crusty trunks. 
Branch over branch they rollick 

in the cone-tight spires. 

Not till air is rank with the breath 

of a fiery genie spewing soot 

do the sleepers come to their knees, 
their pillows in their arms. 

They scatter a bucket of sand, and run. 
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Lobo, The Beanbag Frog 


That frog you brought to guard my sleep 

is sad, limp and small on my pillow. 

In the beans behind his button eyes 

he thinks of you, how you gave him a name 
and a mission. 

He, like a true Leopard Frog, came alive 
when you pulled back the spread 

and gave him a toss, a free fall 

to a thrilling slosh on the rug, 

like old times in a frog’s memory pool. 


To cheer him up I bought a long-limbed 
sachet frog, plump with high blue eyes 
and paisley ventral skin. 

Side by side they spend the day. 

Nights I lay them in a heap 

with tangled arms and legs. 

But still .. . Lobo droops. 


I understand that sentimental frog, 

bonded to you after days in your breast pocket 
absorbing the beat of your heart. 
Companionship alone is little compensation 
for the loss of you. 
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Iceberg 


She, the brittle mother, casts off her children. 
Over and over they turn in the chuming birth. 
They rise with the push of the icy sea 

and waver, shoulder to shoulder with her. 
The cold white air bears down like night. 
A little while they rock together, 

till a warmer current pulls. 

She remains. They drift, distant 

from the green shore 
beneath gold moons 
diminishing. 
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Where Gallinules Mew 


It seemed robust, that pine, 
its needles silver in the sun 
as if still wet with dew. You never knew 

it hid on its eastern face a blotch 

of browning cones. Your disease was quick, 
your healthy mind no curb to cells 

that raced like a street gang, 

wild to fulfill a contract. 


You were gone a year when two trucks 
rumbled through the fairway with men 

and chain saws. From your chair 

on the porch, I watched the tough young men 
climb the tree, felt the quiver 

of its brittle limbs 

at the bite of the blade. 


Now, as I round the pond by the cattails 

where gallinules mew like kittens 

and the bullfrog plays ventriloquist, 

I see that stump they left. 

I am still as a willow when the wind dies 

and the branches hang like cemetery art. 
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The Old One And The Fish 


Laced to her wheelchair, 

she watches a fish in a tank 

drift through bands of light. 

A nurse with tea and cakes 

points to a cracker she can have. 

With hooded eyes, the old one glares 

at the nurse, lifts an elbow 

stiff as a shield, and takes a brownie 
rich in butter, chocolate chips, and nuts. 
The eye of the fish, black as death, 

tilts to her, diamonds on veined hands, 
silk knotted at her throat. In a froth 

of gauzy fins the fish rips up 

a blade of grass, spits a burst 

of salt and pepper sand, 

and rams the glass. 

“Do it!” the old one says. “Do it again!” 
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ON V’S OF GEESE 
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After 1984 


Canada geese ruffle the top of the sky, honking, 
in the marrow of their bones, a migratory call. 
Human understandings gather slowly, not full tilt 
like V's of geese on blue. Observations settle 

one by one with a click, 

part of a mechanism proving true. 

The mind is a dark cave. 

As the earth revolves on schedule, 

facts hang upside down like bats on walls. 

They sleep folded; we hardly know they’re there. 


Will we one day at twilight be roused 
to watch a spiraling of winged shrews 
rising in formation, loud as a skyful of geese? 
Will we remember over the years 

small squeaks heard separately 

and be awed to hear them now 

as real as honkers heading North, 

forged into a monster, charged 

to draw our hollow bones into the night? 
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Origins 
from American Indian Myth 


Beetle, were you restless, bored 

with endless night and a damp square 
of ground? Or were you called, 

a message tapped in code 

on the brittle bottoms of your feet, 
urging rise and shine, and instantly 
light leaked down to you, a thnill 
beneath your carapace? 


You must have glimpsed a life 

beyond your mounded corner lots. 

The old translation merely states 

that stairs appeared and up you went - 

a roach in the vanguard the unsung 
sowers of fields for First Man, First Woman, 
and all of us who follow. 


Today we still wear climbing shoes, 

still tolerate the sullen nighttime sneak. 
We lift our eyes from memory 

held in the marrow of our bones, 

of a closet room where first 

we pulled our laces tight and rose 
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to the wounding spear of light. 
Would anyone, remembering 
how Safe that basement was, 
wish tu go back? 
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Lightly Boned And Trimmed For Flight 


Mirrored on the water’s face 

a leaf is loosened from its stem. 

It drops, and in delaying fall, 
circles down in ordered coils 

to enter ground again. 

The same restraining air supports 
the outstretched wings of birds, 
their bodies lightly boned 

and trimmed for flight. 


At first light, The Insigator breathed 

into the void, ordered stars to orbits 

and charged a fiery steam to hover near 
the heaving earth. He cooled the oceans, 
named the elements and sparked alive 
magnetic fields. Thus quivering, 

a fluid call has led along 

a spawl of creatures on the earth, 
leaving loose a questing man 

to soar beyond the moon. 


Unscheduled is the cycle’s end. 
Unending, though, the Spirit Power 
that whispers to the night 

and calls up day. 


a € 
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in 
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> 
N 


HELEN MASSON COPELAND 


The Indiscreet Photographer 


Shooting blind in bear country 
may jeopardize your health. 


Tranquilized by the buzz 

of my sterling video machine 

and the hum of the honeybee, 

I let a Smokey Mountain afternoon 
and a pair of cubs in a creek 
beguile me. Like a voyeur, lost 

in the reeling at my fingertip, 

I leaned into my crosshatch view. 
Not till a wet, black nose 
expanded in my lens 

did I gasp and flee. 


The cuff that roused mother 
gave the runaway 

might have been rendered 
unto me. 
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A Whistle In The Field 


The slime mold is a hierarchy of 

separate parts, holons' which enjoy 

a degree of self -government. 
Arthur Koestler 


In last year’s rotting leaves, fungus cells 
enfold bacteria, divide, and split again 

and again, until a million microscopic foragers 
have sucked the leaf mold dry. 


Kneeling by the footpath 

we do not hear the bell that tolls, 
but with a lens might see the rise 
of fairy churches on the forest floor. 


Science stammers to explain these steeple forms 
or understand the salt-lick, spring-fed memory 
that clicks a semaphor to the buoyant nuclei, 
calling to mass the Janus-faced holons. 


She only knows that pseudopodia-like oars 
roll out and float the pilgrim flock 

to new land, the span of a hand 

or more. Pale jelly towers lift, 
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inflate and stiffen, tapering 

like candle flames. And at the top 
mutant cells in celebration fling off 
a tassel crown of spores. 


Science would decode the invocation 

that whistles through its instruments 

without signature, but can not name the Medium 
that transports The Word. 


1 “Holon” is a term coined by Arthur Koestler 
to describe the cells of some organisms 
which behave in an alternately 
independent/dependent way. 
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The Lever And The Fulcrum 


A caveman tipped a boulder with a stick 

and it rolled end over end downhill. The clan 
would have called the man Jehovah 

but the trick worked for everyone. 


In the beginning, God, You oversaw 

our slow burrowing through time. 

We swapped pseudopodia for hands, 

a little ganglion for a testy brain. 

Ours was the lever and the fulcrum 

the disk, fire, idiom, and song. But, 

in with the swarm of us were quarrelers. 
Did you hope you could hold us safe 
with only the verb to be? 


We need to know how firm is the fulcrum, 
how heavy the hand on the rod 

that would pry us off on a whirl in space. 

Are we fierce enough, good enough 

for the Glory You planned 

when You gave us The Word to go forth? 

We know You won't stop a rock on a roll, God, 
but if there’s oil in Your word kit, please 

lay it on these troubled seas. 
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Fireflies 


Children flutter in the dusk. 


Their jelly jars pulse 
with pale light, 


quasars from outer space, 


flashing in code. 
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The Year Of The Elk 


Under a zero moon 

steam rises from the herd 
massed against cold, muzzles low 
to the stiff brown trampled grass. 


In spring, like chunks of glacial ice, 

they drift apart. The bucks nurse an ache 
in the skull as bone cells thrive 

beneath a velvet, blood-rich sheath 

that feeds the tender frontal nubs, 
portentous as they prong again and again. 
At ease in the verdant summer hills 

they learn to bear a princely crown 

with grace. Soldiers buffing steel 

are not more keen than they 

who rub their racks on trees 

scattering tatters of bark and dry cloth. 
Red leaves flash like flags 

when the stags bawl claim to the does. 
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They flaunt their polished racks, stripe 

the ground with quick, split hooves, and charge 
the lines of brothers. The hills resound 
with the whack of bone on bone. 


old feuds; they close their ranks. 
Antlers slough. Shoulder to shoulder 
they stand like boulders in the snow. 
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How Funny She Was 


Long brown hair like rabbit ears 
fell silkily down and around 

her narrow face. She nibbled 
the conference calendar. 
Nostrils twitched. Inky fingers 
curled at the fluffy front 

of her blouse. 

“Questions?” asked the speaker, 
a writer of note. There were few. 
Shyly hunched, the girl 
lengthened her neck, 

eyes luminous and round. 

The big man cupped his ear. 

In a leafy voice she asked, 

“How does one excite 

a publisher?” 

To the titterers 

the punster chirped, “Why? 

Do you wish to propagate?” 

The next day she was gone. 


No one remembered 
how funny she was. 
2 
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The Expert At The Podium 


On the last day he brings 

the wife and kids. Eight or nine 
slicked-down, buttoned-up 
pleated, starched, beribboned 
stairsteps hefty like their dad 
stand at attention like Trapps 
awaiting the pitch. 


The wife, a wren in sack and sandals 
toenails untrimmed, remains 
unintroduced. 
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I, John Pine 


As a young man I wanted land, 

part of this nation where fish leaped 

from rivers and paths belonged to deer. 

I, the trespasser, won easily. East to West 
it became mine. The tallest trees, 
wounded by my steel, fell at my feet 

and at my will, became walls, a roof. 
Stone, fitted to stone, my hearth. 

Then, lying back, I watched a slender girl 
bring flowers from the woods. 


At night I often heard a siren whine 

in the spires of my pines. I would pace 
beneath the stars, noticing in the sky 

a strange light, not the moon 

(I knew the moon: it guided my planting; 
cooled the roots of my corn; hushed the colors 
of flowers, the faces of children asleep). 

It flickered for me. 


We left the cabin, my family and I, 
the youngest asleep on my shoulder. 
From the top of the hill 

we Saw a building made of glass 
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and rows of neat square plots of green. 
People, more than we had ever seen, 
moved rapidly like bees on honeycomb. 
My heart was wild as a swollen brook 
to match this pace. My voice 

was like the ring of an ax: 

“I, John Pine, agree...” 


We were given a house with toys for my wife. 
Our children were soothed with games 

and the language of the new light; 

they ceased to ask for the yearling deer. 

I, in worker dress, 

explored one segment of the hive. 


Years have passed. My voice is muted 
like water under ice. 

I respond to bells, the time of day. 

I am paid in paper shot with holes. 

My hand shakes at the red and green 
of Up and Down. 

Perhaps a dish of venison! 

The smell of wind! What says my wife? 
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I put her hand on my loose thigh. 
A hawk cries in the crisp air. 


It is only she and I who return 
for the children are lost to the town. 
We speed along the straight way 
to the valley we knew. A sign proclaims: 
Modern Homes For Modern Living 
Inquire Within 


“A cabin by a stream?” 

“Yes, a little gem. We made improvements, 
safety for the little ones, 

drainage for the lawns. Built by a man 
with squatter’s rights. We paid the tax.” 
My wife’s hand creeps to mine. 


Often I meet with the Golden Years Men, 
the thermostat at seventy-five. 
Sometimes, behind my eyes, 

I see my cabin, hear my stream. 

I try to remember the ax in my hand. 
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Bream 


Bream nip at the skin 
of the lake for air till bread 
falls on the water. 
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Ever And Ever, Amen 


Spring winds speak to the prairie; 
new buds lift to the rain. 

Small ones leap from their burrows 
with a wild eye bright to restrain 
the pent-up feet of winter 

that would run for the fun of a day 
as a fox eye grins in his hiding 

for a flip-tail fool astray. 

The reckless fall to the prowler; 
the prudent fade into night; 
daytime sleeps through darkness 
as dark turns tame with light. 
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HUMBUGS 
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Bridge Subject to Cross Winds 


Don’t squall at me, wind. 
Detour to the woods 

and play with leaves 

or write your name in the sky. 
Don’t fault me that this bridge 
is here, trespassing space 

that once was yours 

until this span encroached 

to arch the Susquehana Gorge. 


Of course it’s politic today .. a 
to huff at verities, 

even on the same day ge 22 
to blow both hot and cold. 3 age ae 
You have a right to bluster d 
when conditions justify. 

But, please, for a moment 

hold your breath 


let my little car and me 
pass safely to the other side. 
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The Hardshell Investments of Pegarus 


Yesterday's security is no palladium against 
inflation's pinch. 
Crustacean Wisdom 


On a heap of shells culled by the lap of the tide, 
Pegarus, a Hermit Crab, pockets his plump behind 
in an empty Whelk, a gilt-edged cone that rides him 
like an armored van. He staggers off, top-heavy, 
but safe in camouflage, eyes high on stalks, 

feelers out for the scent of a killing in fish. 


A good deal turns up on oceanfront sand, 

a sizeable chunk of baitfish without a hook. 
The crab and a coterie of peers all grab. 
Pegarus, briskly bullish in his horny extension, 
threatens terminal merger to all who crowd 

for a share. The floor is strewn 

with scraps of the bargaining. 


A few more steals float his way. 

He stuffs them in like paper to a shredder, 
consequently, gains a quarter. Volume up. 
Grossly overextended, he feels the squeeze, 
belly deep in the shell game of his class. 
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There’s no help for the bind he’s in 

but to dump his house. He shrugs it off. 
Bare-ish at bottom, he raids 

the second-hand stores, shoots for a Moon!, 
a solid investment to cover his assets 
before his common stock can flash 

before the greedy eyes of suckers 

he once was able to scalp. 


For pragmatists like Pegarus, 
maturation hangs upon 
anticipating obsolescence 
and redefining ends. 


' Moon Shell: conservative housing for a Hermit Crab. 
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Chameleon \ 


Green on green, invisible Anole 

rolls a black autonomous eye to a bird. 
The other takes note of a cat. 

Feeling safe, he leaps, to a branch, 
browning into the shade. 


Approaching, with measured disregard 
for everything but its own stride, 

an inch worm. Anole’s gullet juices flow. 
Five loops, four loops, three loops, two... 
he grabs the hump in a bony grin. 


Both ends twitch. The sweetest treat 

he’s had all week, and a volunteer! 

He flashes a pink balloon beneath his chin, 
blows his cover with push-ups. 


Showing off is worth the risk 
if it catches the eye 

of a girl on a leaf 

in her green skin, 

hiding. 
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Dogged Dissent 


I untangle Barbara, down like a beached seal 
on my kitchen floor, all trussed up 

in a strap she can’t connect 

to the collar of her dog. I squat 

by the ill-bred terrier who laps my face. 

I murmur soothingly and plump the scruff. 
My left hand slides to the hitch. 

Dogs respect authority. 


But this one cheats. I am up-ended 
by a wet-nosed jab beneath my skirt. 
My ankles grip the little beast 

built like a baby pig and slick as silk. 


With a yip and a thrilled little spatter of pee 
on my shoe he is loose on the vinyl floor. 
Toenails click like a spill of beans. 

Barbara grins. 
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B.A.S.H. 


WOMAN KILLED UNDER BOOK PILE-- New York AP--April 1, 1987 
A seventy-year-old Long Island woman is dead after being buried under a huge 
pile of books. Police said the books smothered Eleanor Blatt as she lay in her 
bed. 


Did you hear about Eleanor Blatt, 

a Long Island bibliopole, crushed to death 

by her own books? Ninety-nine hundred volumes 
stifled her cries. It is alleged 

an organization known as B.A.S.H. 

(Book Action to Stop Hoarding) 

was behind this vengeful act. 


The rabble-rousers of B.A.S.H. are often slick 
jacketed types with a slant to left or right. 

A nudge from a slippery activist can flip out 

a deadly avalanch of soft and hardbacked followers. 
Uncommonly rare, would you say? Au Contraire! 
Booksellers suppress such news. 


We needn't worry for students; they are never 
BASHed. It is we who put our books 

on pedestals, who gather like packrats 

books from all the pockets of our lives, 

who are targeted. We shelve our books, 
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pile them unread in stacks like chimneys 
in all the free spaces of our homes, 
and then buy more. 


Gall grows like mold on unused books. 
Neglected, hide-bound volumes, stiff of spine, 
climb the walls with pearly romances. 

Who knows when, in the quiet muster 

of an afternoon nap, the True Believers 

of B.A.S.H. will shiver down upon us? 


We must be alert: fingerprint our books; 
leave no page unturned; dispose of those 
with a radical tilt; and never allow 

a formation to mount beside the bed. 

Just one unbalanced B.A.S.H. provocateur 
could trigger a smothering slide 

of passionate prose. 

Remember what happened to Eleanor Blatt! 
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Coelenterate Love Song 


“You with your manifold slippery arms 
and the ice blue crest on your head, 
oh, what a Man-of-War you are,” 

the Portugese lady said. 


“In the sun-green languor of the day 
I thrill to your sensuous bloat 

as side by side on the ocean’s breast 
with tentacles twined, we float. 


“Our sheets to the wind on the rollicking sea 
when the nights are jaded with stars 

we loll in the foam over shady dives 

and glide into sandy bars. 


“You may gather me in on an oyster bed 
in the oozy purple mud. We'll snare 

the children of pompano 

to feed the medusas we bud. 


“Tangle my tendrils, tingle me limp, 
but promise me faithfully first 
never to ever, oh dear balloon, 
squeeze me so tight that I burst.” 
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Owl Feather Time 


IBIS CHICKEN the calendar this morning 
and I see it’s my BIRDSday. Twelve SWIFT months 

have flown around LARK only yesterday. 

It GREBES me what the mirror every MOURNING DOVES reflect: 
another CROWfoot. 

I used to be a COOT TOWHEEded GULL, 

but OWL FEATHER Time has been ROBIN me 
of my LARKS. I get to PUFFIN some, too, 

and feel a little WARBLER. I TEAL myself, 
GOOSE slow. Don’t THRUSH around. 
Don’t WREN when you CRANE walk. 
Time and PITARMIGAN I have wished 
to TERN back the clock. 

Alas, c’est rOISEAU. 


But here’s SWAN thing that’s a HAWK of a lot 
BITTERN today. I’m MOCKINGBIRDer meals 
for myself. No JUNCO food. I’ve sworn off FLICKER 
and OSTRICH my brain. No DARTER ‘bout it 
I feel BITTERN mentally. Fact is, 

OWL say modestly, I feel FLIGHT-eyed 
and BOOBY-tailed. 
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I used to be a FOWLish introBIRD, SS 


afraid of my VIREO shadow. 

What a COWBIRD I was! WATERBIRDen 

of EGRETS I used to CANARY. 

I WOODDUCK out of sight, CREEPER ‘round 
on tipTOWHEE, avoiding PURPLE, 

FINCH away from strangers. Now, though, 
I'm almost BALD, EAGLE to SHRIKE up 
conversations with everyBIRDy including 
the opposite GANDER. I TOUCAN keep PLOVERS. 


When I’m asked, ORIOLE friends best ? I say 
yes, if they’re NUTHATCH your beck and call 

all JAY long every SEAGULL JAY. 

Friendship GOOSE sour with over-KILL, 

DEER and PHEASANT though the friend may be. 
You can BUCHER life I wouldn’t CHUCK 

WILL’S WIDOW or TERN away a LOONIy OWL, GULL 
but SPARROW me, please, the company of a GROUSE 
SWALLOWing in self-pity, who STORKs around jie 
RAVEN about the good LARK of others. 
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The VEERY worst was RUBY KING, a former roommate. 
I never met a GALLINULE my life so BITTERN 

about everyBIRDy. One day, as she came 

INDIGO BUNTING her nose into my affairs, 

I said, “TANAGER own business, RUBY, 

and if FLYCATCHER reading my mail again, 

OWL THRASHER tail!” I said I wished she WOOD PECKER 
things and go. That was TALON her. 


But I don’t hold GROUSEes. Life is on LOON, 
after OWL; we are MARTIN time HERON earth. 
There’s sure to be at least one good CARD- 
INAL our decks. When it’s our TERN, 

we should play it. Nothing VULTUREd, 
nothing gained. Soon enough we'll FALCON 
our seatbelts for the WILD BLUE yonder. 

We might as well hitch our WIGEON 

to a STARLING and go off HUMMING. 


Let OSPRAY it’s a QUAIL of an adVULTURE. 
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Interstate Encounter 


Up and down the hills from Charlotte to Atlanta 
I played leapfrog with a tractor-trailor truck 
that hauled a load of long steel rods. 

When first I saw that bold blue hood 

expanding in my view, it startled me. 

In a vile wind it thundered by, 

darkening the sun, stiffening the curl 

of my fingers around the wheel. 


Many times that afternoon I felt 

the shimmering interval, and miles beyond 
would come upon those neat laid circles 
of construction steel groaning uphill. 

I got used to the whiff he trailed, 

his gearing up, his bearing down. 

My arrow green, I'd skim around 

the brilliance of his big white lights 

that doffed a signal, all is well. 

When he came again, fast into the dip 
between hills, he’d wink hello, 
apologetic for rushing by. 
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I understood. On a downhill roll 

that rig would seem to float: 

its bundled rods on their flat bed 

over eighteen humming wheels would rise 
like the hollow bones of birds; 

a buzzard in the air transcends 

its gawky ways. Naturally he’ll fly 

every chance he gets. 


When he flashed an exit I wished 

to follow his diesel plume. What held me 
to the road was this: he’d stop at a diner, 
the door would open wide, and down 
from the cab would come 

an ordinary man. 
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